Chapter II
THE  SCENE

I MUST ask the reader's patience for the space of a brief chapter,
and perhaps in his own interest, for it is necessary that he
should form a sound idea of the nature of strange country
and learn his landmarks and have his ears somewhat attuned
to its speech

I have many times been asked if the Breckland of my
novels is a real or an imaginary locality The question has
never aroused an impatience, for Norfolk, in which Breckland
mainly lies, has ah& ays been a lonely and somewhat neglected
corner of England, and Breckland, even to the rest of the
county's inhabitants, an unknown part of it Look at your
map and you will see how the great arteries of road and rail
go by it to the North, leaving it aside To history it has
rarnished little spectacular beyond Nelson, except such odd-
ments as Kett's Rebellion, Thomas Paine, Joseph Arch,
Abraham Lincoln, who was of Norfolk stock, and, in later
days, admirals like Wilson and Fisher Even our ancient
dialect has not brought us lucrative occupation as music-hall
comedians, and the B B C, in its fantastic representations of
the humorous side of rustic England, has not thought us
worthy of inclusion in their grotesque galleys We were for
long a forgotten county and almost dead, indeed there have
been times when we have been both damned and disregarded

Norfolk, too, is a large county with varieties of scenery, and
to be familiar with all of it is to know much Some judge us
by the Broads, and most by the flatness of the Fens Some